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Vicky Buck 
Gramma's blue cooking apron 
Lay crumpled on the floor. 
The summer breeze blew gently 
Through the kitchen's wuped screen door. 
The radio played softly, 
An old romantic tune, 
That marvelous magical night 
Gramma danced with the Man in the Moon. 
Said she wished upon a star, 
Never thought she'd see the da)' 
She'd be two-steppin' through the sk)'. 
Headed straight for the Milky Way. 
She still bas the apron 
Hanging on the door. 
That creaks when it slowly opens 
.As she dances across the floor. 
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